
By Laura A. Steel. 


There was an exclusive old oyster 
Who spent all his life in a cloister. 
He said, “ For a cell 
I prefer my own shell.” 

That very retiring old oyster. 


A STORY I TOLD THE PIRATE. 


“ Tell me a story,” said the Pirate, sitting 
up very straight in the chair he had drawn as 
close as possible to mine. 

“Oh dear!” said I. “Must I tell another 
story ? ” 

“Yes," said the Pirate, firmly. “Tell me a 
true one,” and he wriggled farther back in the 
chair, till the soles of his shoes stared at me in 
the most uncompromising manner. 

“Once upon a time,” I began, obediently, 
“ there was a little boy with blue eyes and yel¬ 
low curls ” — 

“ No, no,” protested the Pirate; “don’t tell 
about me, tell me a new one,” and as he is a 
very determined Pirate indeed, I began again. 

“ Once when I was a little girl ” — 


“That 's good,” nodded the Pirate, with a 
sigh of satisfaction; “ I like them kind.” For I 
am sorry to admit this particular Pirate is not 
always as grammatical as his friends could wish; 
but I suppose few pirates are perfect. 

“ Once, when I was a little girl, I knew a 
pussy cat, a great big gray pussy cat.” 

“ What was his name ? ” queried the Pirate. 

“We called him Leopard, because he was so 
prettily striped with black. And he lived in 
the country." 

“ I know,” sagely assented the Pirate, “ where 
it's all outdoors, like up to my grandma’s.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ and he used to catch little 
birds, which was naughty,”— the Pirate nodded 
again,— “ and little mice.” 
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A STORY I TOLD THE PIRATE. 


“ Did n’t he catch any big ones ? ” inter¬ 
rupted the Pirate. 

“ Yes,” I replied. “ But I wanted to tell you 
about some little ones. There were no litde 
children in the house where Leop lived, so the 
nursery ” (I quailed, but the Pirate did not detect 
the slip) “ was not always upside down,” and I 
glanced severely at the playthings piled in dis¬ 
order behind us. 

“ Yes,” said the Pirate, with the utmost seren- 
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close to grandpa’s chair, arch up his back, and 
purr. 

“One day, while he was still quite a little 
kitty, he brought in his sharp, white teeth a 
little dead mouse. He had caught it at the 
barn, and he laid it down by grandpa’s chair. 
Then he rubbed against grandpa’s leg, and 
patted on his foot with his paws till grandpa 
put aside his paper, looked down, and saw the 
mouse." 



ity, following my glance; “they ’s my cars; 
they ’s had a collision.” 

“ But there was a dear, white-haired grandpa 
there,” I went on resignedly, “ and he used to 
pat Leopard and talk to him and be very good 
to him.” 

“ Did the kitty talk back ? ” gravely inquired 
the Pirate. 

“ Yes, kitty-talk,” I said. “ He would come 


“ What did he do ? ” asked the Pirate impa¬ 
tiently, as I stopped to rest my tongue, which 
does get so tired answering questions and telling 
stories. 

“ Oh, he patted Leop and told him he was 
a good kitty, and called Aunt Jeanette to see 
what a great thing Leop had done, and they 
both praised him till he was quite proud. 

“So, after that, every time Leop caught a 
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A STORY I TOLD THE PIRATE. 


mouse he would bring it into the house, carry 
it from room to room till he found grandpa and 
was petted and praised for being so clever and 
useful. 

“ Well, one time grandpa went away on a 
visit.” 

“ Where did he go ? ” inquired the Pirate, 
whose interest in details is wonderful. 

“Oh!—just away," I said desperately; for 
I knew if I told him where , I would immediately 
have to tell him why, and whom to see, and 
how he liked it, and as many other things as 
he could think to ask about; so I hurried on. 
“ When Leop caught his next mouse he hunted 
all over the house for grandpa, but could not 
find him.” 

“ Course not,” said the Pirate, scornfully. 

“ So at last he came to where Aunt Jeanette 
was sitting, sewing, and laid the dead mouse 
down on her dress. Then he began to purr 
and pat her foot, to call her attention to it. 

“ When Aunt Jeanette looked down and saw 
what Leop had brought her she sprang out of 
her chair with a little scream,”—here the Pirate 
asserted his manhood by a hearty laugh,—“ for 
she was afraid of a mouse, even if it was dead. 
She scolded Leop and 
told him to take his horrid 
little mouse out of doors." 

“ Was it horrid ? ” asked 
the Pirate, with interest. 

But I ignored the question 
and went on. 

“ Leop must have under¬ 
stood that Aunt Jeanette 
did not like mice, for he 
did not bring in any more 
to her. 

“ Inaboutaweek grand¬ 
pa came home; he had 
hardly sat down in his 
chair when in came Leop¬ 
ard with a mouse in his 
mouth, and waited to be 
petted and praised. This 
made Aunt Jeanette re¬ 
member how she had scolded the poor kitty for 
bringing a mouse to her, and she told grandpa 
the story. 

“ While she was talking, Leop came in again 


with a mouse, and then they saw that he had 
not carried out the first mouse to eat it, as he 
usually did, but let them both lie on the floor 
by grandpa’s chair.” 

“ Did n’t he like ’em ? ’’ asked the Pirate. 

“You will see. Grandpa patted him again 
and praised him. Then he ran off, leaving the 
two mice on the floor, and grandpa and Aunt 
Jeanette waited to see what he would do 
next.” 

“ What did he do ? ” asked the Pirate, who 
is always hurrying the story. 

“ He came running back in a few minutes 
with another little mouse; that made three. 
And—how many do you suppose he had kept 
to show to grandpa ? ” 

“ I don't know,” said the Pirate, solemnly. 

“ Nine,” I said. “ Nine; he brought in nine 
little dead mice and laid them down in a row 
at grandpa's feet, and grandpa petted and 
praised him for every single one." 

“ Is that all ? ” demanded the Pirate. 

I nodded my head, and the Pirate knows that 
means I am too tired to say another word; so 
he pushed himself forward, slipped from his 
chair, and returned to his cars. But in a minute 


the short legs came trotting quickly back to my 
side, and a dimpled hand was laid on my knee. 

“Thank you, Mamma,” said the Pirate, 
smiling. 
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